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Dragon Pool; and, in the evening, inventing imaginary
sins to repent of, under the expert guidance of the
schoolmaster-abbot.
Chiang, it seemed, had also succumbed to the Third
Temptation. Never had he been so lazy—though, indeed,
there was nothing whatever for him to do. He spent the
day lounging in a deck-chair, or gossiping with the ser-
vants of Mr. Kung (brother of the great banker), who, ex-
cepting Herr Meyer, one of the German military advisers,
was Charleton's only other guest. Mr. Kung is said to re-
semble Confucius, whose lineal descendant he is. He re-
minded us strongly of Balzac.
Charleton admirably refrained from bothering his visi-
tors. Although the place was so small he respected their
privacy. If he saw you didn't want to talk he passed your
chair with a simple fascist salute. Sometimes he made
suggestions: would you like to walk to Ruling, or take a
bath? If you agreed he raised his thumb with the gesture
of an emperor at the Roman games. But if you were in
the mood for conversation you could have that, too. Too
inconsequent to be for a moment boring, he sideslipped
from Cambridge into Shanghai, from big business to small
pleasures, from the blood-sports to the fine arts, from
Love to Death. He was sure that he would die soon, he
told us. He had lived, played, gambled, worked too hard.
Never mind. He was ready for the call.
Herr Meyer was not ready for the call, however. He
wanted most emphatically to get well, to finish his job,
to return to his wife and children in Hanover. He was a
dumpy, sensible, good-natured, middle-aged man; the
most senior of all the German advisers. He had been
through every recent campaign and survived their risks
until, recently, an attack of typhus had affected his heart.
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